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Thursday,  Aug.  12  - 

I  had  the  proverbial  'cold  feet'  about  leaving  Miss  E-  and  Mabel  for  the 
Dutch  jaunt  but  I  eventually  mustered  up  my  courage  and  at  quarter  to  eight  last 
night  I  left  my  acquaintances,  my  friends,  and  particularly  all  my  luggage,  entered 
a  taxicab  and  was  hurried  away  to  the  Liverpool  Station.  It  was  a  real  sensation 
procuring  my  own  porter  and  having  the  responsibility  of  myself.  But  I  succeeded. 
Found  a  comfortable  seat  In  a  compartment  with  a  delightful  Boston  couple. 

We  were  soon  disturbed  by  a  great  big  burly  Dutchman  and  his  talkative 
'gentleman  friend' .  They  attacked  us  all,  asked  Insufferable  as  well  as  innumerable 
questions.  It  helped  to  break  the  journey  even  though  It  was  not  as  elegant  as  one 
might  have  wished  for.  At  Harwich  the  train  runs  right  to  the  quay  so  it  was  a  simple 
matter  to  get  In  with  the  crowd  and  go  gaily  forth  to  the  "Copenhagen",  the  boat 
on  which  I  was  to  make  my  second  trip  across  the  Channel.  I  slept  fairly  well 
and  was  rudely  awakened  this  A.  M.  at  the  unseemly  hour  of  four  o'clock.  Clothed 
and  off  the  boat  and  Into  the  Holland  customs  almost  before  the  crack  of  dawn. 

After  procuring  a  seat  In  a  compartment  that  had  but  one  occupant  I  partook  of  some 
lunch  on  the  platform  and  tried  to  collect  my  wits.  The  ride  from  there  (  Hook 
of  Holland  )  through  Delft  and  on  to  The  Hague  was  delightful  -  endless  windmills, 
great  stretches  of  flat  country,  cows  and  canals  by  the  score.  At  The  Hague 
I  seized  or  rather  was  seized  by  a  guide  who  clung  so  tenaciously  I  was  obliged 
to  keep  him  to  get  rid  of  him  -  which  statement  ought  to  be  clearer  than  it  is. 

We  went  first  to  Scheveningen  then  back  to  The  Hague,  with  Its  cleaner 
than  clean  streets.  Its  polished  milk  cans  and  Its  delightfully  aerlated  atmosphere 
that  felt  as  though  It  had  been  polished  with  "Dutch  Cleanser".  After  seeing 
the  Queen's  Palace,  all  the  monuments  to  William  the  Silent,  embassies  and 
houses  where  the  last  Peace  Conference  was  held,  a  cavalry  review  and  several 
other  Hague  specialties  we  proceeded  to  the  "House  In  the  Woods"  ,  the  home 
of  Sophia,  the  first  wife  of  the  father  of  the  present  queen,  Wllhelmina.  Approaching 
the  palace  I  gave  a  gasp  and  frightened  my  guide  who  clutched  at  the  fence  ,  for 
there  In  front  of  us  were  "Aunt  Hat",  The  Fowls,  Molly,  Helen  and  all  the  adorable 
crew  we  had  left  behind,  all  but  Mr.  Chlpman,who,  It  appears,  parted  for  America 
and  his  bride  today.  Oh  It  was  good  to  see  them  and  to  get  a  peek  at  their  new 
companions,  one  of  whom  made  the  remark,  "Miss  Jones,  I  should  enjoy  running 
upon  people  who  were  so  very  glad  to  see  me  -  It  must  be  delightful."  Poor  Mr.  H- 
1s  on  pins  and  needles.  He  sent  for  money  and  last  night  he  received  a  cablegram 
from  his  mother  saying  that  In  response  to  his  cablegram  his  father  had  sailed  and 
would  meet  him  in  Paris.  Now  the  question  In  Mr.  H-'s  mind  is,  what  Is  he  going 
to  receive  ?  ,  money  or  something  more  emphatic  ? 


